
WHERE THERE'S A WILL

A Detective Story Wherein the Mystery ;, of the
t Conrad Murder is Unravelled.

SYNOPSIS
Gordon, a newspaper reporter, is

awakened by a telephone summons to
visit the residecc of Anthony Conrad,
& retired broker, who has been found
dead on his couch.

Suspicion points to Gustav Conrad,
his nephew, with whom he had quar
rcled the night before and who to all
appearences tried to commit suicide
after killing his uncle.

Physicians find that Gustav has a
chance to recover. The will leaves
$5,000 to Gustav and the balance of
the estate to George Mallet, another
nephew.

Not satisfied with the apparent so
lution of the case, Semi Dual, the old
nan of mystery, takes a hand in the

le of human life.
Dual asks Gordon to go with John

on of the detective force and search
the Conrad premises thoroughly for
other evidence.

ihey hnd a lootprint beneath n
window and a finger print on the sill
and also secure the will itself, for in
apection and comparison with the two
nephews' handwritings, which Miss
Burton aids in getting.

Gordon, the detectives and Mallet
are summoned before Semi Dual to
learn his deductions from the evi
dence secured.

"You are right, Gordon," he ad-

mitted. "The crime was planned to
make it appear that Gustav hnd kill-

ed his uncle and then made way with
himself. But, as nearly always hap-
pens, the criminal made some mis-

takes. Furthermore, he overlooked
or did not know of the strides which
scientific criminolgy has recently
made, or that chemistry has come to
play a great part in the work of crim-
inologists of late. In this case it will
serve to tell the entire story of a
crime."

"And the footprints, the finger-
marks?" I added.

"Corroborative testimony," said
Semi Dual.

"You may be interested," he went
on, "to snow that there is a finger-
print on the back of this note which
you brought frmo Mallet. He prob-
ably made it when he folded the page
to enclose it. It is hard for the aver-
age mnn nowadays to escape leaving
those traces of his handling."

I was surprised, but then I had no
opportunity to examine the note. I
shobk my head and smiled.

"Still," I remarked, "I can't see
how chemistry is going to solve this
crime."

"You will," said Semi, "when the
others get here."

"And will Conrad really recover?"
1 asked. "Sommers seemed to think
he had a very slight chance."
- "He will recover," Dual asserted
confidently. "Furthermore, he will
recover with his mental qualities

Fortunately, he was shot
on the right side of his brain."

"Why fortunately?" I asked in sur-

prise.
"Because," said my friend, "that

is what may be called the latent area
of the brain of the average individual.
"Nature in her wonderful foresight
has given most of us a vast reserve
supply of tissue. We have two lungs,
yet we can live with one; two eyes,
yet we can see with one; two ears
and most of us but one to any great
extent.

'So with the brain. The average
person uses but about one-ha- lf of his
mental tissue, in the usual case the

'.left half. Judging by his writing,
(Gustav was right-hande- d; and, thcre-tfor- e,

the left half of his brain is the
, active half. Even though the bullet
wounded the right half, if it did not

.cause serious hemorrhage his recov-

ery should be perfect."
"And what makes you so sure he

will live? Did you question the fu-

ture as regards his fate?"
;r "Precisely, Gordon. After 1 had
.settled the major questions of the
crime, and after you left here at noon,
i set up a figure of Conrad's cond-

ition. He will recover if we are to
believe the stars. Venus is so nspect-e- d

in his figure that the very attitude
of his sweetheart will exercise'a hold-

ing, strengthening effect on his fate.
By sending Miss Burton the message
of hope I added to her ability 10 use

, that influence for his good."
Pshook my head.

. "It's wonderful!" I said. "You
;, literally play on the scale of iate, as
i a virtuso plays on the keys of his

i. instrument. I'll warrant ..thpre isn't
j.imuch latent tissue lying around inside

your skull." "
,

j Dual smiled slightly.
"Thnt is a truth and a secret of ev-

olution," U,anj, inclined
to believe thut I still haye sufficient
unused cells to serve my purpose. I'd

be loath to feel thnt I had reached
the limits of my capacity for growth,
and yet that is one ndvantago of re-
birth into new lives wo gain now
tissues commensurate with our evo-
lution. Those who study deeply and
learn gradually call into use more and
more of their reserve tissues. How-
ever, when I compare what I know to
what I desire to learn I am not at
all dismayed at the thought."

"And," said I, "when I compare
what you know and what I know I
am utterly dismayed."

Dual actually laughed.
"That is a sincere compliment and

a sign of hope for you in the future,"
he smiled.

He glanced at the clock in the cor-

ner and sobered.
"The hour is drawing near, Gordon,

which shall see the wicked confound-
ed. . Every pulse-bea- t, every tick of
the rlock, is drawing from the little
reserve of time which yet remains to
them. Soon time shall be ended, its
last second spent, and for them
naught but eternity shall remain."

My eyes opened.
"What do you mean?" I gasped.

'.'Will justice bring"
"Justice?" said Semi Dual. "He

who takes life must pay with life.
That is the law of man and of God.
Why will not man learn to obey the
law?"

"A life for a life and a tooth for a
tooth and an eye for an eye Mosaic
doctrine," said I.

"Moses was educated by the Egyp-
tian priesthood, at that time the most
advanced cult of students of life in
the world," Dual took up my state-
ment. "Moses only preached the law
of cause and effect of retributive
justice, if you like. Hark!"

The chimes rang out from the tow-

er.
In the room the great clock was

striking five. In the midst of it all
a crash of thunder drowned the less-

er sounds.
Dual rose and switched on the

lights.
Voices sounded in the next room

and a tap fell upon the door.
Semi crossed and set it wide, ad-

mitting Johnson, Bryce, and Mallet,
and motioning them to seats.

I saw Bryce's eyes open.
The only time he had seen Dual he

was wearing his te robe.
The inspector seemed surprised at the
change to the working dress of the
chemist. He drew his chair-- close to
mine.

"What has he done with his bath-
robe?" he whispered.

Dual's voice interrupted ere I could
answer.

"Now, inspector, if you and Detect-
ive Johnson will give me the evidence
you have we will be ready to begin."

Both men rose and began emptying
their pockets. Bryce laid down the
gun found beside Conrad and the pa-

per in which he had wrapped the
hairs taken from Anthony Conrad's
clenched 'hands.

Johnson turned over the will, the
finger tracings, the bit of dried, white
substance from the desk, and the
notes as to the size of th'e footprints.

Then the two officers resumed their
seats.

Dual took the several articles and
laid them with the things I had
brought . Then, seating himself at
the desk, he glanced at the measure-
ments of the footprints, the tracing
of the marks on the window-sil- l, the
finger-pri- nt on the will, turned and
picked up Mallet's note and scanned
its back, nodded, and laid it down.

"And now we are ready to begin,"
he said.

Another crash of thunder rolled
about us.

"Begin what?" asked Mallet when
it had died away.

"The scientific demonstration of
who intended the double murder at
the Conrad house last night," said
Semi Dual.

CHAPTER VIII.
Semi Dual Explains.

"Double murder?" repeated Mal-
let.

"Yes Mr. Mallet."
"But I thought my cousin was sup-

posed to have committed suicide? 1

don't think I understand "
"I-i- going to endeavor to make

you do so," Dual replied. "Now, if
you gentlemen will listen closely 1

will begin to explain my theory of
this case, which, instead of being a
murder, and suicide as at first stated,
proves to bo a cowardly and trecher-ou- s

murder and an attempt at an-

other which probably failed only be-

cause of lack of knowledge on the part
of the murderer." '

"Do you mean that some one shot
my cousin with his own gun?" in

quired Mnllet, somewhat ill at case.
"Not at all," Dunl returned. '"I

menn, however, thnt on tho very face
of the case your cousin could not
hnvc possibly shot himself."

He picked up Conrad's gun and'
handed it to Bryce.

"Brenk thnt and take out all the
loads," he directed. "Then hold the
the barrel to your nose."

Without remark tho inspector com-
plied.

"Can you smell fresh powder?" in-

quired Dual.
Bryce, sniffing, lowered tho gun and

looked him full in the face.
"No, I can't," he. admitted in shame-

faced accents. "No, Dual, I can't."
Dual waved him to give the gun to

Johnson.
"And you, detective?" ho asked.
Johnson shook hishead. A dull red

crept into his checks.
"Yet," said Dual, reaching for the

revolver, "a weapon discharged less
than twenty-fou- r hours ago should
show .evidences of powder sediment,
should it not? Now, to make sure,
suppose we look further."

He took a small, stiff wire and
wound some cotton about it and gen-

tly swabbed the barrel. It came out
very slightly blackened and showing
evidences of a slight quantity of oil.

Dunl exhibited it and smiled.
"There is the first blunder of the

assassin," he remarked. "He should
have discharged the gun so as to have
fouled its barrel and made it plain
that it had been recently used."

"We ought to hnvc thought of thnt,
Bryce," declared Johnson.

"Shut up; we're going to school
yet!" growled the inspector. "We're
outofit. Let Dual talk."

Semi turned immediately to Bryce.
"Now, inspector," he requested,

"look at the bullets which you
from this revolver just now

and tell me what sort of loads they
are."

"That's easy," reurned Bryce.
"They're thirty-two- s, ordinary center-fir- e,

soft nose."
"Then they Would fit any ordinary

thirty-tw- o caliber revolver?"
"Yes, Mr. Dual."
"It is a fact that standard caliber

cartridges can be used in all standard
weapons, is it not?" Semi continued

"Yes."
"Now" Semi picked up the bullet

I had brought from the hospital
"what sort of a bullet is that, in-

spector?"
Bryce took it and opened his eyes

as he turned it in his hand.
"It's a thirty-tw- o, steel-jacket-

ball, Dual."
"Yet that is the bullet which Som-

mers dug out of Gustav Conrad's
brain, inspector."

Bryce and Johnson both nodded.
"Now," Dual went on, "look at the

mark on the cartridges you hold and
tell me what make they are." ,

"They're Remingtons," announced
Bryce.

"And" Dual took up the revolver
and broke it, displaying the back of
the empty shell "this is a Reming-

ton, too; only those you have held
soft nosed slugs, and this one contain-
ed the bullet I just handed to you.
Now is it prbable that a man con-

templating suicide would load , his
weapon with four soft-nose- d bullets
and one steel bullet, and then care-

fully select the latter to fire into his
brain?"

"It doesn't seem likely,-- admitted
Johnson.

"In fact, isn't it true thnt he would
have stood a better chance of killing
himself at close range with the soft-nose- d

bullet?"
"Yes, it is," said Bryce.
Dual nodded and laid down the gun.
"All this," he resumed, "is merely

leading up to the establishment of a
doubt as to the wound's having been

d. It is necessary to prove
the suicide theory intenable before
we can confidently declare that the
murder was attempted, and that is
what I am now trying to do.

"Supposing that suicide was not
attempted, then we have but one
other conclusion to fall back upon.
After the murderer had shot Con-

rad he mus'E have taken one of the
loaded shells from Conrad's own gun
and leplnced it with the empty shell
from his own, and then have laid the
weapon beside Conrad's hand."

A match crackled in the room.
I glanced up at the sound. Mallet

had drawn a cigar from his pocket
and was lighting it.

"There is other evidence to support
the contention that it was no suicide,"
Dual went on without noticing Mallet's

action. "In all the annals of
suicide deaths there is not one case in
which the party taking his own life
with a firearm inflicted the wound in
the region of the eyes!

"The probable reason for this is
that there is something unnerving
even to one courting death, in the
view of the' barrel of the gun; and
further, a horror of putting out the
window of sight, which causes them
to .select some other equally effective
point upon which to direct their fire

"Yet I am told thut the wound in
Gustav Conrad's head is directly
above the right eye, and that the lid
of that eye was blapkened with pow-
der. Hence, nil things considered, I

am justified in stating that Conrad
did not commit suicide.

"And if ho did not commit suicido
he did not kill his uncle, for that alone
was tho only logically existing mo-

tive which could have driven him to
death at his own hands. Therefore,
Gustav Conrad is entirely innocent!'

Dunl paused and looked about the
room and smiled.

"And so, gentlemen, as soon ns I
knew where tho wound was I knew
equally that Conrnd had been tho vic-

tim of a dastardly plot. That alono
sufficed to, start me to searching for
tho man who crept upon him last
night and shot him down, with a re-

volver equipped with a Mnxim si-

lencer."
Tho cigar fell from Mallet's fingers
I glanced at him and saw that his

jaw had dropped, and thatsurprised
horror sat upon his face.

"How," he began "how do you
knew that a silencer was used?"

'There was no shot heard, for one
thing," returned Dual. "We must re-

member that the uncle slept only a
little way off in a connected suite.
He was old, and probably n light
sleeper. Had he heard the shot he
would undoubtedly hnve risen and at-

tempted to investigate, but the evi-

dence shows that he was not disturb-
ed, and that he was strangled in his
bed. Probably the assasin's hands
themselves roused him from sleep."

Mallet had picked up his cigar and
now fumbled it into his mouth. He
nodded.

"Aside from thnt," continued Dual,
"we can learn the same fact from the
powder marks. Dr. Sommers describ-
ed these to me. I have in the past
made a careful study of the actions of
firearms. I have been with armies in
the field, and I have observed various
gunshot wounds inflicted in every
manner.

"A gun equipped with a silencer
makes a peculiar mark, different from
one not so provided. The marks on
Conrad's forehead and eyelid are
those which a weapon so equipped
wonid produce. Yet there was no si-

lencer on Conrad's gun. Here again
the assassin's very precaution proves
to furnish a clue to the fact that he
was there."

"Granting that you have proved
that there was a third party who did
all this, how does it help to show who
it may have been?" said Mallet as
Dual paused.

"That will develope as we go along.
It is the next step I shall consider,
Mr. Mallet," responded Dual.

He reached out and picked up the
note-boo- k containing the measure-
ments of the footprints which we had
made. '

"Briefly," he began, "we may de-

scribe the murderer as a man slightly
under six feet, say about five feet
eleven inches in height, well built,
wearing probably a number eight and
a half or a nine glove, of medium
complexion, with brown hair and a
reddish brown mustache, and quite
muscular. I deduce this description
from several things.

"In the first place we have the
measurements of two of his foot-
prints which indicate thut he probably
wears a number eight shoe. Figur-
ing from averages this would rive us
his probable approximate height.
This is also supported by the fact that
he entered the house last night
through an open window some five
feet from the ground. He entered by
reaching over the sill, gripping the
inner ledge and raising himself by
his hands until he could throw a leg
over the sill, which we must admit is
not the act of a man museularly
weak.

"His height is also further shown
by the fact that the foot of the leg he
threw over the sill first struck the
floor inside on the heel of the shoe. A
smaller man would have reached for
the floor with his toe. This, then,
may be said to prove his being a tall
man.

"Furthermore, when he reached
through the window and seized the
sill he naturally left the marks of
his firmly gripping fingers on the
wood. Those marks were found, and
here" he turned and picked up the
carbon tracing of the marks Johnsoi
hnd brought "is their recoid taken
todny by the police."

"And the hairs prove his complex-
ion!" fairly chortled Bryce. "Gad
Dual, this is the best thing I ever lis-

tened to. You make me feel like Dr.
Watson."

Semi smiled slightly.
"The hairs found in the hands of

the elder Conrad certainly prove that
the murderer wore a reddish-brow- n

mustache.The picture is plain. The
man crept to the bed slowly, stealth-
ily." '

,
Dual's voice became low and mo-

notonous.
"Can't you see him gentlemen

can't you see him with his hands al-

ready' reddened with the blood of the
man he shot, come slipping into the
ulcove, pausing at the curtains, draw-
ing them nside, peering at a weak old
mnn in a bed, advancing on tiptoe,
his hands out before him, groping for
the thin old neck? Nearer andinear-er- ,

nearer and nearer, until he stands
at the bedside.

"His hands go out, the fingers like
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reaching elnws, they descend and
clutch tho old man's neck and press
nnd press, their ends digging into the
flesh until the nails on them cut the
skin of the victim. The old man
wakes, he struggles to what avail
he is a child in that strangling grip.
He reaches up and elnws at the cruel
face above him and tears n few hairs
from a reddish-brow- n mustache."

It was vivid, gripping, horrible, ns
his level tones told it. I felt myself
chill and quiver.

I glanced at Johnson nnd Bryce.
They s,nt leaning forward ns though
viewing the actual scene. I glanced
at Mallet and found his eyes staring,
his face bloodless, Iris forehead beaded
with sweat whicl glistened in the
light. "'

As Dual pauscil he sighed as one
coming out from a lieavy sleep. v

"Could I hnvc a glass of som-
ething?" he asked. "I'm a bit shaken
by all this. That was horrible, Mr.
Dual."

Dunl pressed a button for Henri and
directed him to serve Mullet with any-
thing he might desiie.

He called 'for whisky, and Henri
left the room.

Semi turned to th desk and ar-

ranged two papers upon it.
"In order to make sure I had Som-

mers send me some of the hairs from
Gustav Conrad's mustache," he re-

sumed. "These are his."
He laid the hairs from the hospital

on one of the sheets of paper and
marked them.

"These," he went on, "are those
from Anthony Conrad's hands."

He took those Bryce had brought
nnd plnced them on the other sheet.

"Viewed through a good glass you
will see that the two hairs do not bear
the snme qualities, though there are
some resemblanses. However, there
is a difference, and that is all we re
quire to prove that they grew upon
different lips. Any expert in the line
will verify my statements. Thus we
see thnt the hairs Anthony Conrad
held in his dead hands were not such
hairs as he could have "drawn from
Gustav's face. Have I made myself
clear to you all?"

For the first time he turned his eyes
fully upon Mallet.

Mallet nodded nnd made no othei
reply. Henri returned with his whis-

ky and he tossed it off at a gulp.
"So now we know that there was a

murderer, and that he was a man
such as I have described, and we have
an actual print of his fingers, nnd of
his foot. It should be easy enough to
trace the man from these things.How-eve- r,

iti s well to be absolutely sure
of all we do and say in a thing like
this. While I do not feel that there
can be any doubt about the deductions
we have made "

"I should say not! They're rivet-
ed!" exclaimed Bryce.

"That we have made," Semi re-

sumed, "still it may be just as well to
call in the material sciences to show-tha- t

they are true, and prove beyond
any question or critcism thnt Gustav
Conrad did not shoot himself. I have
prepared to do that before we go any
further in the matter of finding the
criminal himself. Inspector, come
over here by the desk and remove the
loads from those cartridges you hold."

Bryce rose immediately, dragged a
chair over to the desk and busied him-

self with digging the bullets out of
the shells.
"Be careful not to spill the pow-

der," cautioned Semi.
He himself drew the nlcohol lamp to

him and lighted its wick, then tak-

ing four small steel plates arranged
them before himself upon the desk,
slipping, a sheet of white paper be-

neath each one.
Next he drew several bottles of re-

agents toward him and n rack of test
tubes, picked up the gun from the
desk and removed the discharged shell
from its cylinder, setting it .upon an-

other sheet of paper open end up.
Meanwhile Bryce had succeeded in

unloading the four shells and Dual
poured the powder from each into a
little pile beside one of the steel

'squares.
(To be continued)

Sharks After 150 Years Absence.
Slmrka liavo appeHreJ In the Baltic

'u, alter m abxcucu of nearly 150
year. Sharks are still w lie met
sv.tb In the Mcdi'erraneau, 'but the
northern seas hnd long bpon rid ol
them. But now tlrMcniien report that
In iIih narrows of the Cattegat nnd
the licit these dangerous fish are once
more to bo seen, and (hat they follow
the boats to attack the nets as they
are being hauled In. It Is alBO said '

that loma of the flsliprn.eu have had
narrow escapes with their lives.
There are shoals of sharks In the
North se'a, and along the coasts of,
Perxu&ny and Norway they are to be
found, lu considerable numbers.

Island Ruled Entirely- - by Women.

Tlburon, an Island In tho Unit of

California, Is rulod entirely by wo-

men. Tho Inhabitants nre a remnant
of the Sovls tribe of Indians, formerly
numbering about 6,000, but now
shrunken to a few hundreds. They Hto
Id dlraust complete Isolation and re-

fuse to marry any of the Indiana of
the mainland The woman la bead
of the household, and a council of
matrons conduct publlo affair.

IIIHI t Wfr

Married or Single

i I I II i I ill
Tho Persons.

Boniface, landlord ol a small town
hotel.

Mrs. Boniface, his wlfo.
A bachelor of 40. '

Bystanders, more- or less innocent,
Tho Place Lobby of tho hotel. The

tlnio 10:30 of nn October night. Mrs.
Bonlfnco is standing behind tho coun-
ter. Tho bachelor of 45 leans over
tho counter engagingly nnd gnaws a
clgnr. Tho bystanders are Binoking,
writing letters, listening.

Mrs. B. 1 tell you It's tho women
that keep this country from going to
ruin today. If there weren't any women
there wouldn't bo anything worth hav-
ing.

Tho Bachelor Kind of throwing
bouquets at jourself, aren't you Mrs.
Boniface?

Mrs. B. No, I'm not. I'm talking
about women In general. Who Is it
cots a town cleaned up, anyhow? The

omen. They're the one that want
good schools and clean; streets and no
saloons. (Boniface nods his head
mournfully.) Tjjjey keep at men till
(hoy, do. Men would never do any-
thing progressive if It wasn't for th
women. They'd Just leave things like
they aic and sit and smoke their pipes
and say, "Oh, well it might bo worse."
Huh, I know men.

(Tho Bachelor . looks Jocularly at
Boniface and winks one eye, Boniface
affects not to see.)

The Bachelor (straightening up and
essaying dignity) You women have,
got an exaggerated Idea of your own
importance. Why, if It wasn't for men
you wouldn't get nnythlng done. Not
anything at all. Who'd pay your bills?

Mrs. B. (sn'applly) We'd pay 'em
ourselves. Enough of us bavo to, any-
how. And I know somo women not
me, but some that pay their hus-
band's bills, too. Catch me doing that!

Boniface nods his head approvingly,
nnd beams around at tho assemblage
His smile says quite plainly "Seo whnt
n smart wife I have. It isn't everybody
has ns smart a wlfo as mlno. It isn't
every man thnt Is nble to attract that
smntt a woman." lie says nothing out
loud, however.

Tho Bachelor Well, jou can't tell
me anything I don't know about wo-
men, Mrs. Boniface.

Mrs. B.(more sweetly) Is that soT
Von must bo married.

The Bachelor Who? Married? Me?
I should say not. I know too much for
that. No, I'm too old for that. Believe
me, I piny round with a lot of them,
but no woman could ever marry me.
Uh-uh- .

Mrs. Boniface's mouth sets In' a thin
firm line. The Bachelor is ranking light
of tho married state and boasting of
his immunity. Ho is, therefore, an en-

emy of nil womankind and ought to be
bumbled as soon as possible. He ought
to bo married too, Mrs. 13. thinks and
tc a right firm woman. Mrs. B. thinks
to much that she is unable to express
herself nt all.

The Bachelor Well, good night all.
Mo for tho hay. Ho, hum! G'nlght, Mrs.
Boniface.

Mrs. B. (briefly and with tho small-
est degree of cordiality possible in a
hotel keeper's wife who has an eye to
tho till) Good night.

Tho bachelor goes out.
Mrs. B. Huh! Thinks no woman

could ever marry him does he? The
idiot! Why nny woman could marr
him that took a notion to! Easy as pie
Be a good thing for him, too. I wish
one would. But I don't guess one ever
will. So fnt and old! Come on Harry,
it's time that we locked up.

Curtain.

RIGHT AND WRONG
Prof. Thomas It. Lounsbury told the

following at Cambridge in a talk on
English:

"But precision can bo carried too
rar. The ultra precise, even when log-

ically right, are really wrong
"An ultra precise professor went j

to ft hardware shop nnd said:
'"Show me a shears, please.
'"You menn a pair of shears, don't

you?" said the dealer.
'"No said the professor, 'I mean

what I sny. I mean a shenrs.'
"The denier took down a boxv or

i'lcais.
'"hook here, professor,' if, paid.

Aren't Ihero two blades here? Anil
don't two make a pair?'

"'Well, vou'vo got two legs. Does
that make you a pair of men?' And
the professor smiled nt the dealer tri-
umphantly thru his spectacles.

"Ho was ioglcally right, but reall
be was wrong."

An Adequate Reason.
The moon was casting flickering

shadows over n pair of lovera as thoy
sat side by side in Battery Park. He
glanced out ncross tho water and saw
the Statue of liberty in tho shadowy
pJoom. t

"I wonder why they have its light
so small?'" he 'broke in on the bllsei-fu- l

silence.
"Perhaps," answered she in a soul-tu- l

tone, as she coquettlshly tried to
slip from his arm, "the smaller tho-
ught the greater the liberty."

Some Diplomat
That fellow Mlggs ls,n pretty smooth

proposition."
"Yes?"
"Why, he's got his wife Jollied Into

believing (hat she Is the only one In
the family1 who knows bow to rim a
furnace,"
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